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DRUMS  OF  DEFEAT 

Ave 

TTT^HEN  all  the  world  was  black 
'f'^    Your  courage  did  not  fail ; 
No  laughter  did  you  lack 
Or  fellowship  or  ale. 

And  you  have  made  defeat 

A  nobler  pageantry, 
Tour  bitterness  more  sweet 

Than  is  their  victory. 

For  by  your  stricken  lips 

A  gallant  song  is  sung  ; 
Joy  suffers  no  eclipse. 

Is  lyrical  and  young, 

Is  rooted  in  the  sod. 

Is  ambient  in  the  air. 
Since  Hope  lifts  up  to  God 

The  escalade  of  prayer. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

7he  tyrants  and  the  kings 
In  purple  splendour  ride. 

But  all  ironic  things 

Go  marching  at  your  side 

To  nerve  your  hands  zvith  power, 
To  salt  your  souls  with  scorn, 

Till  that  awaited  hour 
When  Freedom  shall  he  horn. 


The  Fool 

A     SHOUT  of  laughter  and  of  scorn, 
"^  ^  A  million  jeering  lips  and  eyes — 
And  in  the  sight  of  all  men  born 

The  wildest  of  earth's  madmen  dies  ! 

Whose  trust  was  put  in  empty  words 
To-day  is  numbered  with  the  dead  ; 

To-morrow  crows  and  evil  birds 

Shall  pluck  those  strange  eyes  from  his  head  ! 

The  fellows  of  this  country  clown 
Are  scattered  (fool  beyond  belief  !), 

All  blown  away  like  thistledown, 
Except  a  harlot  and  a  thief. 
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The  Fool 

And  shall  he  shatter  fates  with  these  P 
(He  that  would  neither  strive  nor  cry) 

Or  thunder  through  the  Seven  Seas  ? 
Or  shake  the  stars  down  from  the  sky  ? 

Have  mercy  and  humility 

Become  unconquerable  swords, 

That  Caiaphas  must  tremblingly 

Kneel  with  the  world's  imperial  lords 

Before  this  crazy  carpenter — 
This  body  writhing  on  a  rod — 

And  worship  in  that  bloody  hair 
The  dreadful  foolishness  of  God  ? 

A  shout  of  laughter  and  of  scorn, 
A  million  jeering  lips  and  eyes — 

And  in  the  sight  of  all  men  born 

The  wildest  of  earth's  madmen  dies ! 
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A  Reply 

To  one  who  said  that  to  conceive  of  God  as  a  person  was 
to  reduce  Him  to  our  own  leve> 


OH  we  can  pierce 


With  the  swift  lightnings  far  and  fierce ; 
We  can  behold 
Him  in  the  sunset's  lucid  gold. 

Yet  not  by  these 

Do  we  read  His  dark  mysteries, 

Or  tear  apart 

The  thick  veil  upon  Heaven's  heart.  .  .  . 

Kneel  with  the  kings 

Before  His  dreadful  Emptyings, 

And  see  Him  laid 

In  the  slender  arms  of  a  Maid. 

The  village  street 

Knew  God's  familiar,  weary  feet — 

The  carpenter's  Son 

Who  made  the  great  hills  one  by  one. 
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Pfocessional 

No  glory  slips 

From  His  sublime  apocalypse — 

His  homespun  dress, 

Hunger,  thirst  and  the  wilderness. 

To  a  slave's  death 

He  gave  his  broken  body's  breath ; 

An  outcast  hung 

The  swart  and  venomous  thieves  among. 

And  still  yields  He  , 

Godhead  to  our  humanity. 

Leaving  for  sign 

Himself  in  the  meek  bread  and  wine. 


Processional 

O  EE  how  the  plated  gates  unfold, 
^  How  swing  the  creaking  doors  of  brass ! 
With  drums  and  gleaming  arms,  behold 
Christ's  regal  cohorts  pass ! 

Shall  Christ  not  have  His  chosen  men. 
Nor  lead  His  crested  knights  so  tall, 

Superb  upon  their  horses,  when 
The  world's  last  cities  fall  f 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

Ah,  no  !    These  few,  the  maimed,  the  dumb, 

The  saints  of  every  lazar's  den. 
The  earth's  off-scourings — they  come 

From  desert  and  from  fen 

To  break  the  terror  of  the  night. 

Black  dreams  and  dreadful  mysteries. 

And  proud,  lost  empires  in  their  might, 
And  chains  and  tyrannies. 

There  ride  no  gold-encinctured  kings 
Against  the  potentates  of  earth  ; 

God  chooses  all  the  weakest  things, 
And  gives  Himself  in  birth 

With  beaten  slaves  to  draw  His  breath, 
And  sleeps  with  foxes  on  the  moor. 

With  malefactors  shares  His  death, 
Tattered  and  worn  and  poor. 

See  how  the  plated  gates  unfold, 
How  swing  the  creaking  doors  of  brass ! 

Victorious  in  defeat — behold 
Christ  and  His  cohorts  pass  ! 
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Don  Quixote 

**  I  ""HE  air  is  valiant  with  drums 

■*-     And  honourable  the  skies, 
When  he  rides  singing  as  he  comes 

With  solemn,  dreamy  eyes — 
Of  swinging  of  the  splendid  swords. 
And  crashing  of  the  nether  lords, 
When  Hell  makes  onslaught  with  its  hordes 

In  desperate  emprise. 

He  rides  along  the  roads  of  Spain 

The  champion  of  the  world, 
For  whom  great  soldans  live  again 

With  Moorish  beards  curled — 
But  all  their  spears  shall  not  avail 
With  one  who  weareth  magic  mail. 
This  hero  of  an  epic  tale 

And  his  brave  gauntlet  hurled  ! 

Clangour  of  horses  and  of  arms 

Across  the  quiet  fields. 
Herald  and  trumpeter,  alarms 

Of  bowmen  and  of  shields ; 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

When  doubt  that  twists  and  is  afraid 
Is  shattered  in  the  last  crusade, 
Where  flaunts  the  plume  and  falls  the  blade 
The  cavalier  wields. 

Although  in  that  eternal  cause 

No  liegeman  gather  now. 
Or  flowered  dames  to  grant  applause, 

Yet  on  his  naked  brow 
The  victor's  laurels  interwreath  ; 
But  he  no  dower  can  bequeath 
But  sword  snapped  short  and  empty  sheath 

And  errantry  and  vow  ! 

Against  his  foolish  innocence 

No  man  alive  can  stand, 
Nor  any  giant  drive  him  hence 

With  sling  or  club  or  brand — 
For  where  his  angry  bugle  blows 
There  fall  unconquerable  foes ; 
Of  mighty  men  of  war  none  knows 

To  stay  his  witless  hand. 

All  legendary  wars  grow  tame 

And  every  tale  gives  place 
Before  the  knight's  unsullied  name 

And  his  romantic  face  : 


A  Song  of  Laughter 

Yea,  he  shall  break  the  stoutest  bars 
And  bear  his  courage  and  his  scars 
Beyond  the  whirling  moons  and  stars 
And  all  the  suns  of  space  ! 


A  Song  of  Laughter 

'  I  ^HE  stars  with  their  laughter  are  shaken  ; 

■*■      The  long  waves  laugh  at  sea  ; 
And  the  little  Imp  of  Laughter 

Laughs  in  the  soul  of  me. 

I  know  the  gufFaw  of  a  tempest, 

The  mirth  of  a  blossom  and  bud — 
But   I    laugh   when   I   think   of  Cuchulain*  who 
laughed 

At  the  crows  with  their  bills  in  his  blood. 

The  mother  laughs  low  at  her  baby, 

The  bridegroom  with  joy  in  his  bride — 

And  I  think  that  Christ  laughed  when  they  took 
Him  with  staves 
On  the  night  before  He  died. 

*  Pronounced  Cuhu'lain 
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Job 

CAN  flesh  and  blood  contrive  defence 
'Gainst  swords  that  pierce  the  spirit  through, 
Or  meet,  not  knowing  why  or  whence. 
The  blind  bolt  crashing  from  the  blue  ? 

"  Oh,  men  have  held  times  out  of  mind 
Their  stern  and  stoic  courage  bright — 

But  if  no  cry  comes  on  the  wind, 
How  shall  I  face  the  ambushed  night  ? 

"  How  shall  I  turn  to  bay,  and  stand 

To  grapple,  if  I  cannot  see 
My  fierce  assailant  at  my  hand, 

The  high  look  of  mine  enemy  ? 

"  If  He  will  answer  me,  with  rod 

And  plague  and  thunder  let  Him  come — 

But  how  can  man  dispute  with  God 

Who  writes  no  book,  whose  voice  is  dumb  ? 
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Job 

"  Who  rings  me  round  with  prison  bars 
Through  which  I  peer  with  sleepless  eyes, 

And  see  the  enigmatic  stars — 
These  only — in  the  iron  skies." 


"  These  only  ?  These  together  sang 
At  the  glad  birthday  of  the  earth 

When  all  the  courts  of  Heaven  rang 
With  shouting  and  angelic  mirth  ! 

"  The  night  enfolds  you  with  a  cloak 
Of  silence  and  of  chill  affright  ? 

But  when  man's  wells  of  laughter  broke, 
Who  gave  man  singing  in  the  night  ? 

"  The  Rod  shall  burst  to  flowers  and  fruit 
Richer  than  grew  on  Aaron's  rod, 

And  Mercy  clothe  you  head  to  foot, 
Beloved  and  smitten  of  your  God  !  " 
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Ireland 

BESIDE  your  bitter  waters  rise 
The  Mystic  Rose,  the  Holy  Tree, 
Immortal  courage  in  your  eyes. 
And  pain  and  liberty. 

The  stricken  arms,  the  cloven  shields, 

The  trampled  plumes,  the  shattered  drum, 

The  swords  of  your  lost  battlefields 
To  hopeless  battles  come. 

And  though  your  scattered  remnants  know 
Their  shameful  rout,  their  fallen  kings. 

Yet  shall  the  strong,  victorious  foe 
Not  understand  these  things  : 

The  broken  ranks  that  never  break. 
The  merry  road  your  rabble  trod, 

The  awful  laughter  they  shall  take 
Before  the  throne  of  God. 
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In  Memoriam 

Patrick    Henry    Pearse 

Executed  May  ydy  1916 

R.I.P. 

TN  this  grey  morning  wrapped  in  mist  and  rain 
•^  You  stood  erect  beneath  the  sullen  sky, 
A  heart  which  held  its  peace  and  noble  pain, 
A  brave  and  gentle  eye  ! 

The  last  of  all  your  silver  songs  are  sung  ; 

Your    fledgling    dreams    on    broken    wings    are 
dashed — 
For  suddenly  a  tragic  sword  was  swung 

And  ten  true  rifles  crashed. 

By  one  who  walks  aloof  in  English  ways 

Be  this  high  word  of  praise  and  sorrow  said  : 

He  lived  with  honour  all  his  lovely  days. 
And  is  immortal,  dead  ! 
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Mater  Dcsolata 
To  Margaret  Pearse 

'TT^O  you  the  dreary  night's  long  agony, 

•*■      The  anguish,  and  the  laden  heart  that  broke 
Its  vase  of  burning  tears,  the  voiceless  cry, — 

And  then  the  horror  of  that  blinding  stroke  ! 
To  you  all  this — and  yet  to  you  much  more. 

God  pressed  into  the  chalice  of  your  pain 
A  starry  triumph,  when  the  sons  you  bore 

Were  written  on  the  roll  of  Ireland's  slain. 
Let  no  man  touch  your  glorious  heritage, 

Or  pluck  one  pang  of  sorrow  from  your  heart, 
Or  stain  with  any  pity  the  bright  page 

Emblazoning  the  holy  martyrs'  part. 
Ride  as  a  queen  your  splendid  destiny. 
Since  death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory  ! 
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When  I  Ride  into  the  Town 

TX /"HEN  I  go  riding  into  the  town, 

'  '      When  I  ride  into  the  town, 
I  fill  my  skin  at  the  nearest  inn 

When  I  ride  into  the  town. 
Oh,  what  is  there  then  to  trouble  about  ? 
There  are  no  such  things  as  despair  and  doubt- 
For  when  ale  goes  in  the  truth  comes  out, 

When  I  ride  into  the  town  ! 

When  I  go  riding  out  of  the  town. 

When  I  ride  out  of  the  town, 
I  have  my  men  behind  me  then 

When  I  ride  out  of  the  town  ; 
Halberd,  battle-axe,  culverin,  bow, 
Four  hundred  strong  as  out  we  go, 
Four  hundred  yeomen  to  meet  the  foe, 

When  I  ride  out  of  the  town  ! 

When  I  ride  into  the  Town  of  Death — 
That  strange  and  unknown  town  ! — 

It  will  not  be  all  cap-d-pie. 

But  with  sword  and  lance  laid  down. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

Then  may  our  Lady  beside  me  stand  ; 
Saint  Michael  guard  at  my  good  right  hand — 
God  rest  my  soul  and  the  souls  o£  my  band, 
When  we  ride  into  the  Town  ! 


The  Stirrup  Cup 

T^RAW  rein  ;   there's  the  inn  where  the  lamps 
•*— ^  show  plain — 

Where  we  never  may  drink  together  again. 
While  the  stars  are  lost  in  the  slate-cold  sky 
Let  us  drink  good  ale  before  we  die 
In  the  wind  and  bitter  rain  ! 

Your  sword  is  made  ready  upon  your  hip  ? 
Then  once  again,  man,  in  good-fellowship  ! 
Though  hunted  and  outlawed  and  fugitive 
We  shall  drink  together  again  if  we  live — 
Set  the  tankard  to  your  lip  ! 

Honour  and  death  and — how  goes  the  tune  ? 
See  the  clouds  rift  and  disrobe  the  moon  ! 
And  a  blood-red  streak  in  the  sullen  skies 
And — Honour  and  death  and  adventure's  eyes — 
Now  spurs — for  they'll  be  here  soon  ! 
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A  Song  of  Colours 

^~^  OLD  for  the  crown  of  Mary, 
^^   Blue  for  the  sea  and  sky, 
Green  for  the  woods  and  meadows 

Where  small  white  daisies  lie, 
And  red  for  the  colour  of  Christ's  blood 

When  He  came  to  the  cross  to  die  ! 

These  things  the  high  God  gave  us 
And  left  in  the  world  He  made — 

Gold  for  the  hilt's  enrichment, 

And  blue  for  the  sword's  good  blade. 

And  red  for  the  roses  a  youth  may  set 
On  the  white  brows  of  a  maid. 

Green  for  the  cool,  sweet  gardens 
Which  stretch  about  the  house, 

And  the  delicate  new  frondage 
The  winds  of  Spring  arouse, 

And  red  for  the  wine  a  man  may  drink 
With  his  fellows  in  carouse. 

Blue  and  green  for  the  comfort 

Of  tired  hearts  and  eyes. 
And  red  for  that  sudden  hour  which  comes 

With  danger  and  great  emprise, 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

And  white  for  the  honour  of  God's  throne 
When  the  dead  shall  all  arise. 

Gold  for  the  cope  and  chalice, 

For  kingly  pomp  and  pride, 
And  red  for  the  feathers  men  wear  in  their  caps 

When  they  win  a  war  or  a  bride. 
And  red  for  the  robe  which  they  dressed  God  in 

On  the  bitter  day  He  died. 

The  Soil  of  Solace 

T  MAY  not  stand  with  other  men,  or  ride 

-*•   In  those  grey  fields  where  fall  the  screaming 

shells, 
Or  mix  my  blood  with  blood  of  those  who  died 

To  find  a  heaven  in  their  sevenfold  hells. 
Honour  and  death  a  strident  bugle  blows. 

Setting  an  end  to  death  and  blasphemy — 
Oh,  had  I  any  choice  in  it,  God  knows 

Where  in  this  epic  day  I  too  would  be  ! 
Yet  may  I  keep  some  English  heart  alive 

With  a  poet's  pleasure  in  all  English  things — 
Good-fellowship  and  kindliness  still  thrive 

In  English  soil ;   the  dusk  is  full  of  wings  ; 
And  by  the  river  long  reeds  grow  ;   and  still 
A  little  house  sits  brooding  on  the  hill ! 
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The  Ensign 

TTIGH  up  above  the  wooded  ridge 
"*■  ■*■  Beams  out  a  round  benignant  moon 
Upon  the  village  and  the  bridge 

Through  which  the  slumberous  waters  croon. 

Now  polished  silver  is  the  mill ; 

And,  clad  in  ghostly  mysteries, 
The  church  tower  glimmers  on  the  hill 

Among  the  sad,  abiding  trees ; 

And  watched  by  its  familiar  star 

Sleeps  each  small  house,  so  still  and  white — 
From  all  the  noise  and  blood  of  war, 

O  God,  how  far  removed  to-night ! 

Unconscious  of  their  destiny 

How  many  drew  this  air  for  breath  ; 

Here  lived  and  loved  .  .  .  and  now  they  see 
The  terrible,  swift  shape  of  death. 

The  bounty  of  these  quiet  skies. 
The  tender  beauty  of  these  lands, 

Still  sheds  a  peace  upon  their  eyes. 
And  binds  their  hearts  and  nerves  their  hands. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

That  they  who  only  thought  to  know 
This  valley  in  the  moonlight  furled, 

Have  heard  immortal  trumpets  blow, 
And  shake  the  pillars  of  the  world  ! 

To  the  Dead 

IV  TOW  lays  the  king  his  crown  and  sceptre  down, 
-^  ^      Her  gown  of  taffeta  the  lovely  bride, 
The  knight  his  sword,  his  cap  and  bells  the  clown. 

The  poet  all  his  verse's  pomp  and  pride — 
The  eloquent,  the  beautiful,  the  brave 
Descend  reluctant  to  the  straight,  cold  grave. 

No  more  shall  shine  for  them  the  glorious  rose. 
Or  sunsets  stain  with  red  and  awful  gold. 

Night  shall  no  more  for  them  her  stars  disclose. 
Or  day  the  grandeur  of  the  Downs  unfold. 

Or  those  eyes  dull  in  death  watch  solemnly 

The  regal  splendour  of  the  Sussex  sea. 

For  them  the  ringing  surges  are  in  vain  ; 

They  wake  not  at  the  cry  of  waking  bird ; 
The  sun,  the  holy  hill,  the  fruitful  rain. 

The  winds  have  called  them  and  they  have  not 
stirred 
The  woods  are  widowed  of  your  eager  tread, 
O  dear  and  desolate  and  dungeoned  dead  ! 
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To  the  Dead 

Yet  you  shall  rest  awhile  in  English  earth, 
And  ripen  many  a  pleasant  English  field 

Through  the  green  Summer  to  the  Autumn's  mirth 
And  flower  unconsciously  upon  the  weald — 

Until  that  last  angelic  word  be  said, 

And  the  shut  graves  deliver  up  their  dead  ! 
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Spring,  1916 

'  I  ''HE  grey  and  wrinkled  earth  again  is  young 

■*-      And  lays  aside  her  tattered  winter  weeds 
For  April-coloured  gauze,  and  gives  her  tongue 

To  jocund  songs  instead  of  pedants'  screeds. 
Scatter  the  thin,  white  ashes  of  the  hearth. 

And  throw  the  brilliant  diamond  casement  wide — 
Oh,  wonder  of  the  lonely  garden  garth  ! 

Oh,  golden  glory  of  the  steep  hillside 
Where  flames  the  living  loveliness  of  God  !  .  .  . 

But  far,  far  off,  beyond  the  bloom  and  bud 
A  fiercer  blossom  burgeons  from  the  sod 

Bright  with  the  hues  of  honour  and  of  blood  ; 
And  men  have  plucked  the  sanguine  flower  of  pain 
Where  violets  might  be  growing  in  the  rain  ! 
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Ballade  of  Orchards 

'  I  ''HOUGH  Jeshurun  kicks  and  grows  fatter  and 

^       fatter, 

And  chinks  in  his  pockets  the  gold  of  his  gain, 
Yet  up  in  the  gables  the  young  sparrows  chatter, 

The  corn-fields  are  rich  with  the  promise  of  grain. 

The  hedges  are  yellow,  and  (balm  to  the  brain  !) 
Their  pink  and  white  blossoms  the  cherry  trees 
scatter — 

The  blossoming  orchards  of  England  remain  ! 

Long  lines  of  our  soldiers  swing  by  with  a  clatter. 
To  die  in  their  thousands  by  river  and  plain, 

In  lands  where  the  gathering  loud  torrents  batter. 
They  heap  the  hills  high  with  heroical  slain — 
But  far  in  the  weald  how  the  misty  moons  wane  ! 

And  deep  in  a  silence  no  anger  can  shatter 
The  blossoming  orchards  of  England  remain  / 

The  world  is  a  fool  and  as  mad  as  a  hatter — 
And  poets  and  lovers  were  sent  her  for  bane — 

Yet  theirs  are  the  ears  which  can  catch  the  first 
patter, 
The  prophet  of  all  God's  abundance  of  rain, 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

The  smell  of  earth  earthy  and  wholesome  again  ; 
And  from  the  drenched  ground  where  the  spent 
bullets  spatter 
The  blossoming  orchards  of  England  remain  ! 

VEnvoi 
Princes  and  potentates,  ye  whom  men  flatter, 

Harken  a  moment  to  this  my  refrain — 
Ye  shall  pass  as  a  dream,  and  it  will  not  much 
matter — 
The  blossoming  orchards  of  England  remain  ! 


Ballade  of  Failure 

T  X /"ITH  boom  and  benison  and  blight, 

*  '      With  cunning  and  with  smooth  accord 
You  smote  us.    In  the  stark  sunlight 

We  melted  as  the  snows  are  thawed. 

Yet  these  can  show  a  broken  sword. 
Because  their  sword  was  not  for  sale. 

Where  you  can  show  a  shining  hoard — 
But  were  you  strong  enough  to  fail  F 

In  pride  and  panoply  and  might 

Your  great  triumphant  legions  poured 

Upon  us,  swift  to  slay  and  smite 
Us  few  on  the  embattled  sward. 
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Ballade  of  Failure 

Oh,  as  a  bull  gores  so  you  gored, 
For  you  were  many  and  could  prevail. 

Your  wings  of  victory  are  unflawed — 
But  were  you  strong  enough  to  jail  ? 

Now  we  ride  homeward  through  the  night, 

And  bearing  as  our  sole  reward 
A  banner  trampled  in  the  fight, 

A  tattered  rag  to  show  for  gaud. 

We  must  admit  that  you  have  scored  ; 
Yet  honour  is  an  ancient  tale. 

Take  all  the  glory  we  afford — 
But  were  you  strong  enough  to  jail  ? 

UEnvoi 

True,  Prince,  your  champions  ride  abroad 

Superbly  in  their  silver  mail. 
And  all  the  wide  earth  owns  you  lord — 

But  were  you  strong  enough  to  jail  ? 
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A  Great  Wind 

A  GREAT  wind  blows  through  the  pine  trees, 
-^  ^  A  clean  salt  wind  from  sea, 
A  loud  wind  full  of  all  healing 

Blows  kindly  but  boisterously  ; 
Oh,  a  good  wind  blows  through  the  pine  trees 

And  the  heart  and  mind  of  me  ! 


A  wind  stirs  the  long  grass  lightly 
And  the  dear  young  flowers  of  May, 

And  blows  in  the  English  meadows 
The  breath  of  a  Summer's  day — 

But  this  wind  rings  with  honour 
And  is  wet  with  the  cold  sea  spray. 

There  are  straits  where  the  tall  ships  founder 
And  no  live  thing  may  draw  breath, 

Where  men  look  at  splendid,  angry  skies 
And  hear  what  the  thunder  saith  : 

Where  men  look  their  last  at  glory 
And  bravely  drink  of  death. 
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A  Gi-eat  Wind 

There  is  much  afoot  this  evening 
In  these  pine  woods  by  the  sea, 

And  no  branch  shall  endure  until  morning 
That  is  rotten  on  the  tree — 

Nor  any  decayed  thing  endure  in  my  soul 
When  God's  wind  blows  through  me  ! 

The  End  of  "Drums  of  Dkfeat." 


37 


II 

OTHER   POEMS 
The  Return 

"OEYOND  these    hills  where  sinks  the  sun  in 
-*-^     amber, 

Imperial  in  purple,  gold  and  blood, 
I  keep  the  garden  walks  where  roses  clamber, 

Set  in  still  rows  with  shrub  and  flower  and  bud. 

After  the  clash  of  all  the  swords  that  sunder. 
After  the  headstrong  pride  of  youth  that  fails, 

After  the  shattered  heavens  and  the  thunder 
Remain  the  summer  woods  and  nightingales ! 

So  when  the  fever  has  died  down  that  urges 
My  lips  to  utterance  of  whirling  words, 

Which,  blown  among  the  winds  and  stormy  surges, 
Skim  the  wild  sea-waves  like  the  wild  sea-birds 

So  when  has  ceased  the  tumult  and  the  riot, 
A  man  may  rest  his  soul  a  little  space, 

And  seek  your  solitary  eyes  in  quiet, 

And  all  the  gracious  calmness  of  your  face. 
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Fulfilment 

{An  Inscription  for  a  Book  of  Poems) 

'VT'OU  who  will  hold  these  gathered  songs, 

■*■     Made,  darling,  long  before  we  met. 
Must  keep  the  prophecy  which  belongs 

To  those  dear  eyes,  so  strangely  set 
With  peace  and  laughter,  where  fulfils 
The  rapture  of  my  alien  hills. 

Unknown,  unknown  you  softly  trod 

Among  my  fruitful  silences. 
The  last  and  splendid  gift  of  God. 

The  quest  of  all  my  Odysseys, 
The  meaning  of  those  quiet  lands 
Where  I  found  comfort  at  your  hands. 

And  when  the  yellowing  woods  awake, 

And  small  birds'  twittered  loves  are  told, 

When  streams  run  silver,  and  there  break 
The  crocuses  to  tender  gold. 

When  quick  light  winds  shall  stir  my  hair, 

Some  part  of  you  will  wander  there. 
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Gifts 

T  WILL  wrap  you  in   beauty  and  weave  you  a 

■*■      queenly  dress 

Of  sunshine  and  of  starshine  where  you  walk  in  your 

loveliness : 
You  shall  be  shod  with  silver,  your  head  with  gold 

I  will  tire, 
And  you  shall  stand  clear  in  the  twilight  arrayed  in 

my  dreams  and  desire. 

And  I  will  build  for  your  shelter  a  house  of  incredible 

peace, 
To  hear  your  soul  in  the  silence  where  the  world's 

wild  voices  cease  : 
We  shall  hold  it  in  woods  of  quiet  and  under  the 

deep  cool  skies, 
And  it  shall  be  lit  and  gladdened  by  the  love  in  my 

waiting  eyes. 
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Prophecy 

"|\  ^  Y  eyes  look  out  across  the  dim  grey  wold, 
•*■'■■■   The  grey  sky  and  the  grey  druidic  trees, 
Knowing  they  keep  inviolate  the  gold 

Memories  of  summer  and  the  prophecies 
That  lie  imprisoned  in  the  buried  seeds 

Of  all  the  lyric  gaiety  of  Spring.  .  .  . 
The  sun  shall  ride  again  his  flaming  steeds ; 

The  dragon-fly  dance  past  on  diamond  wing  ; 
The  earth  distil  to  music  ;   and  the  rose 

Flaunt  her  impassioned  loveliness  and  be 
A  symbol  of  the  singing  hour  that  blows 

The  tall  ship  and  my  gladness  home  to  me — 
When  I  shall  cry  :   Awake,  my  heart,  awake, 
And  deck  yourself  in  beauty  for  her  sake  ! 
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Birthday  Sonnet 

March  zjth^  191 7 

HOW  shall  I  find  the  words  of  perfect  praise, 
To   give   you    back   the   gladness   and    the 
mirth, 
With  which  you  filled  my  hands,  the  lyric  days 
Your  gracious  bounty  gave  me  in  my  dearth  ? 
My  song  fails  on  the  wing,  and  yet  I  know 
The  meaning  of  Spring's  living  ecstasy, 
The  laughing  prophecy  the  March  winds  blow 
Among  the  buds,  and  through  the  heart  of  me. 

I  know,  I  know  the  rose  and  silver  dress. 

Wherewith  God  clothed  that  clear  and  virginal 
morn. 

Which  came  to  you  in  joyful  gentleness, 

The  hour  of  shy  delight  when  you  were  born. 

I  know  the  innocence  and  sweet  surprise, 

The  waiting"'earth  made  ready  for  your  eyes. 
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Silence 

**  I  ''HOUGH  I  should  deck  you  with  my  jewelled 
-■-        rhyme, 

And  spread  my  songs  a  carpet  at  your  feet, 
Where  men  may  see  unchanged  through  changing 
time 
Your  face  a  pattern  in  sad  songs  and  sweet ; 
Though  I  should  blow  your  honour  through  the 
earth 
Or  touch  your  gentleness  on  gentle  strings. 
Or  sing  abroad  your  beauty  and  your  worth — 
Dearest,  yet  these  were  all  imperfect  things. 

Rather  in  lovely  silence  will  I  keep 

The  heart's  shut  song  no  words  of  mine  may  mar, 
No  words  of  mine  enrich.    The  ways  of  sleep 

And  prayer  and  pain,  all  things  that  lonely  are. 
All  humble  things  that  worship  and  rejoice 
Shall  weave  a  spell  of  silence  for  my  voice. 
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The  Singer  to  his  Lady 

IF  any  song  I  sing  for  you  should  be 
But  made  to  please  a  poet's  vanity, 
A  richly  jewelled  and  an  empty  cup 
In  which  no  hallowed  wine  is  offered  up, 
A  thing  of  chosen  rhyme  and  cunning  phrase, 
Fashioned  that  it  may  bring  its  maker  praise  ; 
If  love  in  me  grow  only  soft  and  sweet. 
Remembering  not  with  what  worn  and  weary  feet 
It  journeyed  to  your  fields  of  golden  grain. 
The  quiet  orchards  folded  in  the  rain, 
The  twilight  gardens  and  the  morning  birds ; 
If  love  remembers  not  and  brings  you  words. 
Words  as  your  thanks  ;  if  in  an  idle  hour 
It  breaks  its  sword  and  plays  the  troubadour — 
Then  may  high  God  the  Universal  Lord, 
Break  me,  as  I  false  knight  have  broken  my  sword, 
If  I  who  have  touched  your  hands  should  bring 

eclipse 
To  love's  nobility  with  lying  lips, 
Having  seen  more  terrible  than  gleaming  spears 
Your  gentleness,  your  sorrow  and  your  tears  ! 
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Three  Travellers 

T  TERE  are  three  travellers,  Landlord, 
•*•  •*•   Who  stand  out  in  the  cold  ; 
Open  the  door  to  us,  Landlord, 

For  we  lack  neither  silver  nor  gold  ; 
And  bring  in  your  best  ale.  Landlord, 

As  much  as  three  bellies  can  hold. 

We  have  good  red  gold  in  our  purses, 
And  songs  we  can  sing  by  the  fire, 

Merry  songs  and  sorrowful  songs 

Of  the  things  that  a  man  may  admire— 

And  a  song  that  I  know  not  how  to  sing 
Of  my  deep  love  and  desire. 

One  will  touch  you  a  few  sad  notes 

Upon  low,  plaintive  strings 
Of  all  his  vague  and  lovely  dreams, 

Borne  upon  fitful  wings, 
And  of  his  long-lost  heart  and  hope, 

And  of  his  vanquished  kings. 

And  one  will  loudly  sweep  his  harp 
In  lustihood  merrily, 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

And  laugh  in  a  rolling  chorus 

Bronzed  sailors  sing  at  sea, 
Of  honest  drink  in  an  honest  cup 

And  of  Nancy  upon  his  knee. 

Oh,  one  shall  sing  for  your  comfort, 

In  mournful  words  and  sweet. 
Of  those  deserted  lanes  and  gates 

Where  lovers  used  to  meet ; 
And  the  other  shall  sing  of  great  deeds  and  great 
jests 

To  lure  men  in  from  the  street. 
Who  shall  shake  the  roof  with  their  laughter. 

And  shake  the  floor  with  their  feet. 

But  I  have  never  skill  to  hold 

Your  souls  fast  in  my  hand — 
For  how  may  I  enchant  with  words 

Which  I  do  not  understand  ? 
Since  an  unkind  fairy  touched  me  at  birth 

With  her  disquieting  wand. 

It  is  good  to  sit  by  the  fire  with  men 

And  to  see  the  red  wine  flow, 
But  I  lay  my  glass  aside  to  think 

Of  a  richer  draught  I  know. 
The  passionate  wine  of  a  summer  night 

When  the  strange  night  breezes  blow. 
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Thfec  Travellers 

When  wild  peace  is  in  the  pine  woods, 

A  peace  without  an  end, 
And  fear  that  mingled  with  delight 

The  hour  when  I  walked  with  my  friend 
Through  the  dreadful  tangled  trees  and  found 

That  childhood  the  young  gods  send. 

It  is  good  to  sing  of  great  captains, 

Of  triumph  or  of  doom. 
And  of  the  terrible  banners  which  wave 

Like  a  thousand  flowers  in  bloom  : 
But  my  song  is  of  waste  places, 

And  the  keen  scent  of  the  broom  ! 

Of  the  long,  blue  shadows  crawling 
Up  the  sides  of  the  rounded  hills. 

Of  the  silver  splash  of  waterfalls 
And  of  the  daffodils. 

And  of  those  darling  valleys 

Where  my  heart  expands  and  fills  ! 

And  the  maiden  I  sing  is  more  perfect 

Than  all  your  maidens  are. 
The  ardent,  clean  and  unpossessed 

Dawn  who  comes  from  afar — 
God  !   but  I've  had  my  will  of  her  mouth 

Between  sunrise  and  morning  star  ! 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

So  open  the  door  to  us,  Landlord, 
For  three  travellers  out  in  the  cold, 

And  we  will  sing  by  your  fire.  Landlord, 
Of  merry  deeds  and  bold — 

But  I  will  sing  you  a  song,  Landlord, 
Of  things  that  can  never  be  told  ! 


At  Yelverton 

TXT'HEN  into  Yelverton  I  came 

^  ^       I  found  the  bracken  all  aflame. 
The  tors  in  their  unyielding  line, 
The  air  as  comforting  as  wine, 
The  swinging  wind,  the  singing  sun 
At  Yelverton. 

At  Yelverton  the  moor  is  kind 
And  blows  its  healing  through  my  mind. 
The  hunchback  skyline  lies  a  mist 
Of  purple  and  of  amethyst, 
And  up  and  down  the  smooth  roads  run 
At  Yelverton. 

At  Yelverton  a  man  may  stand. 
The  whole  of  Devon  within  his  hand, 
The  tors  in  their  austerity, 
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Certainties 

And  far  away  the  basking  sea, 
A  cloth  of  shining  silver  spun 
At  Yelverton. 

At  Yelverton  a  man  may  keep 
Deep  silence  and  a  deeper  sleep, 
Yet  know  the  brave  recurring  dream 
Of  kingly  cider,  queenly  cream 
To  bless  him  when  his  days  are  done 
At  Yelverton. 


Certainties 

A  CROSS  the  fields  of  unforgotten  days 
"^  ^   I  see  the  gorgeous  pearl-white  morning  burst 
Through  her  fine  gauze  of  dreamy  summer  haze 

Beyond  the  rolling  flats  of  Staplehurst, 
To  bless  the  hours  with  songs  of  nesting  birds. 

And  the  wild  hedge  rose  and  the  apple  tree, 
And  laughter  and  the  ring  of  friendly  words. 

And  the  noon's  pageant  moving  languidly. 
I  walk  again  with  boys  now  grown  to  men, 

And  see  far  off  with  reminiscent  eyes. 
How  in  the  tangled  woods  of  Horsmonden 

The  mighty  sun,  a  blood-red  dragon,  dies.  .  .  . 
Some  things  there  are  as  rooted  as  the  grass 
In  a  man's  mind — and  these  shall  never  pass. 
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Cecidit,  Cecidit  Babylon  Magna 

THE  aimless  business  of  your  feet, 
Your  swinging  wheels  and  piston-rods, 
The  smoke  of  every  sullen  street 

Have  passed  away  with  all  your  gods. 

For  in  a  meadow  far  from  these 
A  hodman  treads  across  the  loam, 

Bearing  his  solid  sanctities 

To  that  strange  altar  called  his  home. 

I  watch  the  tall,  sagacious  trees 
Turn  as  the  monks  do,  every  one ; 

The  saplings,  ardent  novices, 

Turning  with  them  towards  the  sun, 

That  monstrance  held  in  God's  strong  hands. 

Burnished  in  amber  and  in  red  ; 
God,  His  own  priest,  in  blessing  stands ; 

The  earth,  adoring,  bows  her  head. 

The  idols  of  your  market-place, 

Your  high  debates,  where  are  they  now  ? 
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The  Joy  of  the  World 

Your  lawyers'  clamour  fades  apace — 
A  bird  is  singing  on  the  bough  ! 


Three  fragile,  sacramental  things 

Endure,  though  all  your  pomps  shall  pass- 

A  butterfly's  immortal  wings, 
A  daisy  and  a  blade  of  grass. 


The  Joy  of  the  World 

TT^OR  your  joy  do   the  long  grasses  rustle,  the 

-*■      tree-tops  stir 

Where  the  wind  moves  eagerly  through  the  pine 

and  the  fir  ; 
Alert  for  your  coming  the  woods  and  the  meadows 

all  wait  ; 
The  buttercups  grow  and  the  turtle  calls  to  his  mate. 

And  God  for  your  clothing  fashioned  in  patience 

the  sun, 
A  cloak  wrought  of  glory  and  fire  where  dreadful 

dyes  run. 
Saffron  and  crimson  and  sapphire  and  gold,as  is  meet ; 
And  stars  to  be  set  on  your  head  and  stars  under 

your  feet. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

For  you,  His  most  lovely  of  daughters,  the  mighty 
God  bowed 

From  heaven  to  give  you  your  dowry  of  sunset  and 
cloud  ; 

And  splendid  in  light  and  in  worship  were  Gabriel's 
wings, 

When  he  breathed  in  your  bosom  the  hope  of  im- 
possible things. 


Sudden  and  dear  was  the  secret  he  whispered  to 

you, 
Of  one  who  should  quietly  fall  to  the  earth  with 

the  dew  ; 
As  dew  that  at  night   in  the  valleys  distils  upon 

fleece. 
With  no  shattering  trump  did  He  come  but  in 

terrible  peace. 


In  your  hands  that  are  sweeter  than  honey,  in  all 

the  wide  earth 
God  laid  the  desire  of  the  nations,  their  home  and 

their  mirth, 
And  gave  to  your  merciful  keeping  man's  joy  and 

man's  rest. 
And  under  incredible  skies  a  babe  at  your  breast. 
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The  Joy  of  the  World 

And  though  the  stars  wane  and  the  royal  deep 

colours  should  fade, 
Yet  still  shall  endure  in  the  heart  and  the  lips  of  a 

Maid, 
The  sweep  of  the  archangel's  pinions — the  humble 

accord — 
The  song — the  dim  stable — the  night — and  the 

birth  of  the  Lord  ! 

For  your  joy  do  the  long  grasses  rustle,  the  tree- 
tops  stir 

Where  the  wind  moves  eagerly  through  the  pine 
and  the  fir ; 

Alert  for  your  coming  the  woods  and  the  meadows 
all  wait ; 

The  buttercups  grow  and  the  turtle  calls  to  his 
mate. 
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Fear 

^  I  ''READ  softly  ;   we  are  on  enchanted  ground  : 

•*■      One  touch  and  every  hidden  thing  lies  bare, 
The  deep  sea  sundered,  suddenly  unbound 
The  awful  thunders  instinct  in  the  air  ! 

Oh,  these  we  know  ;   but  what  if  we  should  break 

A  secret  spell  as  easily  as  glass. 
And  stumble  on  their  sleeping  wrath  and  wake 

The  armies  and  the  million  blades  of  grass  ? 

And  find  more  dread  than  whirlwinds  round  our 
head. 

The  sweep  of  sparrows'  fierce,  avenging  wings, 
The  anger  of  wild  roses  burning  red. 

The  terrible  hate  of  earth's  most  helpless  things  ? 
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Easter 

A  MONG  the  gay,  exultant  trees, 
-^  ^  Over  the  green  and  growing  grass, 
Clothed  in  immortal  mysteries, 
I  see  His  living  body  pass. 

The  catkins  fling  abroad  His  name, 
While  birds  from  every  bush  and  spray 

Strain  feathered  necks,  and  tipped  with  flame 
The  hills  all  stand  to  greet  His  day. 

Each  violet  and  bluebell  curled 

Wakes  with  the  dead  Christ's  waking  eye. 
And  like  burst  gravestones  clouds  are  hurled 

Across  the  wide  and  waiting  sky. 

And  drenched,  for  very  height  of  mirth. 
With  clean  white  tears  of  April  rain. 

Like  Mary  Magdalene  the  earth 
Finds  April's  risen  Lord  again. 
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A 


The  World's  Miser 


MISER  with  an  eager  face 

Sees  that  each  rose  leaf  is  in  place. 


He  keeps  beneath  strong  bolts  and  bars 
The  piercing  beauty  of  the  stars. 

The  colours  of  the  dying  day 

He  hoards  as  treasure — well  He  may  ! — 

And  saves  with  care  (lest  they  be  lost) 
The  dainty  diagrams  of  frost. 

He  counts  the  hairs  of  every  head, 
And  grieves  to  see  a  sparrow  dead. 


II 

Among  the  yellow  primroses 
He  holds  His  summer  palaces, 

And  sets  the  grass  about  them  all 
To  guard  them  as  His  spearmen  small. 
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Charity 

He  fixes  on  each  wayside  stone 
A  mark  to  show  it  as  His  own, 

And  knows  when  raindrops  fall  through  air 
Whether  each  single  one  be  there, 

That  gathered  into  ponds  and  brooks 
They  may  become  His  picture-books, 

To  show  in  every  spot  and  place 
The  living  glory  of  His  face. 

Charity 

"\T  7H0  think  of  charity  as  milky-eyed 
'  *      Know    not    of     God's    great     handmaid's 
terrible  name, 
Who  comes  in  garments  by  the  rainbow  dyed. 
And  crowned  and  winged  and  charioted  with  flame. 

For  Truth  and  Justice  ride  abroad  with  her, 
And  Honour's  trumpets  peal  before  her  face  : 

The  high  archangels  stand  and  minister 
When  she  doth  sit  within  her  holy  place. 

None  knoweth  in  the  depth  nor  in  the  height 
What  meaneth  Charity,  God's  secret  word, 

But  kiss  her  feet,  and  veil  their  burning  sight 
Before  her  naked  heart,  her  naked  sword. 
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Sight  and  Insight 

^nr^HIS  hour  God's  darkest  mysteries 

■^      Are  plainer  than  the  screeds  of  men, 
Tangled  and  false  philosophies 

Fashioned  by  lying  tongue  and  pen. 

Plain  as  those  bastions  of  cloud, 
Kind  as  the  wide  and  kindly  skies. 

And  in  the  wild  winds  shouting  loud 
The  truth's  concealed  from  pedants'  eyes. 

Pages  which  he  may  read  who  runs, 
Where  no  unlettered  man  may  fail, 

Candid  as  are  his  noonday  suns 
Familiar  as  his  cheese  and  ale. 

Him,  Whom  our  eyes  may  see,  our  ears 

Hear,  Whom  our  groping  hands  may  touch- 

Him  we  shall  find  e'er  many  years. 
And  finding  fear  not  overmuch. 

Who  gave  me  simple  things  to  keep, — 
Laughter  and  love  and  memories, 

A  farm,  and  meadows  full  of  sheep. 
And  quiet  gardens  full  of  bees, 
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Sight  and  Insight 

And  those  five  gateways  of  the  soul, 

Through  which  all  good  may  come  to  me, 

Saints  glorious  of  aureole, 

The  flying  thunders  of  the  sea. 

And  feasts,  and  gracious  hands  of  friends, 
And  flowers  good  to  stroke  and  smell ; 

Oh,  in  the  secret  woods  He  sends 
The  birds  their  trembling  joys  to  tell ! 

He,  too,  is  every  day  afresh 

Hid  and  revealed  in  bread  and  wine, — 
The  awful  Word  of  God  made  flesh. 

Mortal  commingling  with  divine  ! 

Shadows  and  evil  dreams  o'erthrown 
With  Dagon  and  the  gods  of  scorn, 

Since  Peace  was  in  the  silence  blown 
On  that  dear  night  when  God  was  born. 
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Gratitude 

T  TOW  shall  I  answer  God  and  stand, 
■^  -^  My  naked  life  within  my  hand, 
To  plead  upon  the  Judgment  Day  ? 
Seeing  the  glory  in  array 
Of  cherubim  and  seraphim, 
What  answer  shall  I  give  to  Him  ? 

I  was  too  dull  of  heart  and  sense 
To  read  His  cryptic  providence, 
Its  strange  and  intricate  device 
Was  hidden  from  my  foolish  eyes. 
My  gratitude  could  not  reach  up 
To  the  sharing  of  His  awful  cup. 
To  the  blinding  light  of  mystery 
And  the  painful  pomp  of  sanctity. 

But  since  as  a  happy  child  I  went 
With  love  and  laughter  and  content 
Along  the  road  of  simple  things, 
Making  no  idle  questionings ; 
Since  young  and  careless  I  did  keep 
The  cool  and  cloistered  halls  of  sleep, 
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Gratitude 

And  took  my  daily  drink  and  food, 
Finding  them  very,  very  good — 
God  may  perhaps  be  pleased  to  see 
Such  signs  of  sheer  felicity. 

But  if  I  somehow  should  be  given 

An  attic  in  His  storied  heaven, 

I'm  sure  I  should  be  far  apart 

From  Catherine  of  the  wounded  heart, 

Teresa  of  the  flaming  soul. 

And  Bruno's  sevenfold  aureole. 

And  be  told,  of  course,  I'm  not  to  mix 

With  the  Bernards  or  the  Dominies, 

Or  thrust  my  company  upon 

St.  Michael  or  the  great  St.  John. 

Yet  God  may  grant  it  me  to  sit 
And  sing  (with  little  skill  or  wit) 
My  intimate  canticles  of  praise 
For  all  life's  dear  and  gracious  days — 
Though  hardly  a  single  syllable 
Of  what  St.  Raphael  has  to  tell. 
The  triumphs  of  the  cosmic  wars. 
The  raptures  and  the  jewelled  scars 
Of  the  high  lords  of  martyrdom — 
Hardly  a  word  of  this  will  come 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

To  strike  my  understanding  ear, 
Hardly  a  single  word,  I  fear  ! 


But  woe  upon  the  Judgment  Day 

If  my  heart  gladdened  not  at  May  ; 

Nor  woke  to  hear  with  the  waking  birds 

The  morning's  sweet  and  winsome  words ; 

Nor  loved  to  see  laburnums  fling 

Their  pennons  to  the  winds  of  Spring  ; 

Nor  watched  among  the  expectant  grass 

The  Summer's  painted  pageant  pass  ; 

Nor  thrilled  with  blithe  beatitude 

Within  a  kindling  Autumn  wood 

Or  when  each  separate  twig  did  lie 

Etched  sharp  upon  the  wintry  sky. 

If  out  of  all  my  sunny  hours 

I  brought  no  chaplet  of  their  flowers  ; 

If  I  gave  no  kiss  to  His  lovely  feet 

When  they  shone  as  poppies  in  the  wheat ; 

If  no  rose  to  me  were  a  Mystic  Rose, 

No  Snow  were  whiter  than  the  snows ; 

If  in  my  baseness  I  let  fall 

At  once  His  cross  and  His  carnival  .  .  . 

Then  must  I  take  my  ungrateful  head 

To  where  the  lakes  of  Hell  burn  red. 
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Apocalypse 

"And  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth  :  for  the  first  heaven 
and  the  first  earth  are  passed  awajf." — Apoc,  xxi,  I. 

SHALL  summer  woods  where  we  have  laughed 
our  fill ; 
Shall  all  your  grass  so  good  to  walk  upon  ; 
Each  field  which  we  have  loved,  each  little  hill 
Be  burnt  like  paper — as  hath  said  Saint  John  ? 

Then  not  alone  they  die  !    For  God  hath  told 
How  all  His  plains  of  mingled  fire  and  glass, 

His  walls  of  hyacinth.  His  streets  of  gold. 
His  aureoles  of  jewelled  light  shall  pass, 

That  He  may  make  us  nobler  things  than  these. 
And  in  her  royal  robes  of  blazing  red 

Adorn  His  bride.    Yea,  with  what  mysteries 
And  might  and  mirth  shall  she  be  diamonded  ! 

And  what  new  secrets  shall  our  God  disclose  ; 

Or  set  what  suns  of  burnished  brass  to  flare  ; 
Or  what  empurpled  blooms  to  oust  the  rose  ; 

Or  what  strange  grass  to  glow  like  angels'  hair  ! 
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Dfums  of  Defeat 

What  pinnacles  of  silver  tracery, 

What  dizzy  rampired  towers  shall  God  devise 
Of  topaz,  beryl  and  chalcedony 

To  make  Heaven  pleasant  to  His  children's  eyes  ! 

And  in  what  cataclysms  of  flame  and  foam 
Shall  the  first  Heaven  sink — as  red  as  sin — 

When  God  hath  cast  aside  His  ancient  home 
As  far  too  mean  to  house  His  children  in  ! 


In  Domo  Johannis 

HERE  rest  the  thin  worn  hands  which  fondled 
Him, 
The  trembling  lips  which  magnified  the  Lord, 
Who  looked  upon  His  handmaid,  the  young,  slim 

Mary  at  her  meek  tasks,  and  here  the  sword 
Within  the  soul  of  her  whose  anguished  eyes 

Gazed  at  the  stars  which  watched  Gethsemane, 
And  saw  the  sun  fail  in  the  stricken  skies. 

In  these  dim  rooms  she  guards  the  treasury 
Of  her  white  memories — the  strange,  sweet  face 

More  marred  than  any  man's,  the  tender,  fain 
And  eager  words,  the  wistful  human  grace. 

The  mysteries  of  glory,  joy  and  pain, 
And  that  hope  tremulous,  half-sob,  half-song. 
Ringing  through  night — "  How  long,  O  Lord,  how 
long  ?  " 
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Christmas  Carol 

T  AY  quietly  Thy  kingly  head 

■'-^  O  mighty  weakness  from  on  high  ; 

God  rest  Thee  in  Thy  manger-bed — 

Sing  Lullo-lullo-lullaby — 

O  Splendour  hid  from  every  eye  ! — 

La-lullo-lullo-lullaby  ! 

"  Ye  mild  and  humble  cattle,  yield 
Room  for  my  little  son  to  lie  ; 
Your  God  and  mine  is  here  revealed — 
Sing  Lullo-lullo-lullaby — 
Naked  beneath  a  naked  sky — 
La-lullo-lullo-lullaby  ! 

"  Deal  kindly  with  Him,  moon  and  sun ; 
No  bird  to  Him  a  song  deny  ; 
Ye  winds  and  showers  every  one 
Sing  Lullo-lullo-lullaby — 
For  men  shall  cast  Him  out  to  die  .  . 
La-lullo-lullo-lullaby  !  " 
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Beggars 

A  LONG  the  roads  made  heavy  by  the  snow 
•^  ^  And  dark  with  the  world's  sin 
See  how  our  Lady  and  her  young  Child  go 
To  the  world-weary  inn  ! 

Beggars  they  rove,  and  knock  and  knock  again 

Upon  the  heart's  shut  door, 
Praying  a  shelter  from  the  bitter  rain, 

The  inhospitable  moor — 

Happy  if  one  this  night  shall  yield  to  them 

The  humblest  resting-place, 
To  Jesus  who  was  born  in  Bethlehem 

And  Mary  full  of  grace.  .  .  . 

Ah,  we  at  life's  gold-plattered  tables  eat 

Within  our  lighted  hall ; 
They  only  ask  of  us  our  broken  meat, 

The  casual  crumbs  that  fall. 


66 


A  Garden  Enclosed 

THERE  is  a  plot  where  all  the  winds  are  still, 
A  hidden  garden  where  no  voice  is  heard, 
Only  a  splashing  fountain  and  the  shrill 
Sweet  clamour  of  a  bird. 

The  poplars  guard  like  tall,  grave  sentinels 
Its  peace  inviolate  ;   and  in  the  tower 

With  careful  ritual  ring  out  the  bells 
The  end  of  each  dead  hour. 

Laburnums,  hollyhocks  and  roses  run 

By  secret  paths — but  who  shall  burst  the  bars  ? 

Oh,  who  shall  see — except  the  curious  sun 
And  all  the  peering  stars  ?  .  .  . 

And  Thou  and  Thou,  my  Love,  for  whom  I  keep 
My  heart  a  watered  garden,  all  Thine  own. 

Where  flowers  my  guardian  angel  tends  in  sleep, 
Bright  summer  blooms,  are  grown  ! 

Come,  my  Beloved,  come — behold,  the  skies 
Are  fragrant  with  the  evening  scents  and  dew  : 

My  soul  hath  sickened  for  Thy  lips  and  eyes, 
And  laden  is  with  rue  ! 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

Oh,  Thou  shalt  fly  with  soft  wings  like  a  dove's 
And  hold  me  fast  beyond  all  fate  and  fear, 

And  we  'mid  flowers  shall  tell  our  flowering  loves 
Where  no  one  else  can  hear  ! 


The  Lover 

AN  hour  ago  I  saw  Thee  ride  in  gold 
-*■  ^  Along  the  burning  highways  of  the  skies ; 

And  now — Thou  comest  with  soft  and  sup- 
pliant eyes, 
And  fearing  lest  Thy  love  seem  overbold. 

In  this  dear  garden  set  with  flower  and  tree. 
My  soul,  a  maiden  whom  a  great  king  woos. 
Stands  thrilled  and  silent — Lord,  what  can  she 
choose. 

Dumbfounded  by  Thy  strange  humility  ? 

Since  Thou  wilt  have  it  so,  my  Lord,  I  bare 

In  love  and  shamefastness  my  soul — Thy  soul — 
So  lay  Thy  tender  hand,  an  aureole. 

Upon  my  beating  heart,  my  chrismed  hair. 
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At  Woodchester 

T  TARK  how  a  silver  music  falls 

-*■  -*■   Between  these  meek  monastic  walls, 

And  airy  flute  and  psaltery 

Awaken  heavenly  melody  ! 

Yet  not  to  unentuned  ears 
May  come  the  joyance  of  the  spheres, 
And  only  humbled  hearts  may  see 
The  humble  heart  of  mystery. 

Where  tread  in  light  and  lilting  ways 
Bright  angels  through  the  dance's  maze 
On  grassy  floors  to  meet  the  just 
In  robes  of  woven  diamond  dust. 

And  jewelled  daisies  burst  to  greet 
The  flutter  of  the  Blessed's  feet : 
Along  the  cloister's  gathered  gloom 
Lilies  and  mystic  roses  bloom. 

Grown  in  the  hush  of  hidden  hours 
Thoughts  fairer  than  the  summer  flowers 
Lift  up  their  sweet  and  living  heads, 
Crystalline  whites  and  sanguine  reds ! 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

Who  keep  in  lowly  pageantry- 
Silence  a  lovely  ceremony  ;  * 
Who  set  a  seal  upon  their  eyes 
Responsive  only  to  the  skies  ; 

Who  in  a  quick  obedience  move 
Along  the  hallowed  paths  of  love, 
Win  at  last  to  that  secret  place 
Adorned  with  the  glory  of  God's  face. 

And  as  each  eve  the  tired  sun 
Sinks  softly  down,  the  long  day  done, 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  west — 
So,  even  so,  upon  God's  breast 

Each  weary  heart  is  folded  deep 
Into  His  arms  in  quiet  sleep. 
And  sheltered  safe,  all  warm  and  bright. 
Against  the  phantoms  of  the  night. 


"  Quia  siUnttum  at  pulchra  caremon'ia  " 
Ex  Constitutionibus  Fratrum 
S.  Ordinis  Praedicatorum. 
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**For  they  shall  possess  the  earth'' 

"VT'OU  who  were  beauty's  worshipper, 
■*■     Her  ardent  lover,  in  this  place 

You  have  seen  Beauty  face  to  face  ; 
And  known  the  wistful  eyes  of  her, 
And  kissed  the  hands  of  Poverty, 
And  praised  her  tattered  bravery. 

You  shall  be  humble,  give  your  days 

To  silence  and  simplicity  ; 

And  solitude  shall  come  to  be 
The  goal  of  all  your  winding  ways ; 
When  pride  and  youthful  pomp  of  words 
Fly  far  away  like  startled  birds. 

Possessing  nothing,  you  shall  know 
The  heart  of  all  things  in  the  earth. 
Their  secret  agonies  and  mirth. 

The  awful  innocence  of  snow. 

The  sadness  of  November  leaves. 

The  joy  of  fields  of  girded  sheaves. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

A  shelter  from  the  driving  rain 
Your  high  renouncement  of  desire ; 
Food  it  shall  be  and  wine  and  fire  ; 

And  Peace  shall  enter  once  again 

As  quietly  as  dreams  in  sleep 

The  hidden  trys ting-place  you  keep. 

You  shall  grow  humble  as  the  grass, 
And  patient  as  each  slow,  dumb  beast ; 
And  as  their  fellow — yea  the  least — 

Yield  stoat  and  hedgehog  room  to  pass ; 

And  learn  the  ignorance  of  men 

Before  the  robin  and  the  wren. 

The  things  so  terrible  and  sweet 
You  strove  to  say  in  accents  harsh. 
The  frogs  are  croaking  on  the  marsh, 
The  crickets  chirping  at  your  feet — 
Oh,  they  can  teach  you  unafraid 
The  meaning  of  the  songs  you  made. 

Till  clothed  in  white  humilities, 
Each  happening  that  doth  befall, 
Each  thought  of  yours  be  musical. 
As  wind  is  musical  in  the  trees. 
When  strong  as  sun  and  clean  as  dew 
Your  old  dead  songs  come  back  to  you. 
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The  Singer  Shuts  his  Singing  Book 

THE  singer  shuts  his  singing  book, 
And  lays  his  coloured  art  aside  : 
Gone  are  the  little  winds  that  shook 
The  blossoms  of  his  April  pride — 
Now  huddled  close  on  every  hand 
Naked  and  cold  the  grey  trees  stand. 

But  we  shall  sit  before  the  fire 

To  cheer  our  hearts  and  toast  our  toes, 

And  sadly  think  of  our  desire, 

The  Summer  and  the  summer  rose, 

Hearing  upon  the  window  pane 

The  icy  bullets  of  the  rain. 

No,  rather  let  us  go  and  bring 
Sugar  and  lemons  and  a  bowl, 

And  make  the  heavy  rafters  ring. 
And  bind  some  comfort  to  the  soul, 

Telling  each  other  funny  tales 

Over  the  wind  that  shrieks  and  wails. 
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Drums  of  Defeat 

In  this  the  seed-time  of  our  mirth 
We'll  turn  our  stubborn  soil,  and  sow 

A  jolly  laughter  through  the  earth ; 
And  God  will  quicken  it  to  grow, 

Until,  my  friends,  we  find  again 

Joy  and  the  springtime  in  the  lane. 


Ballade  of  the  Best  Song  in  the  World 

I   KNOW  a  sheaf  of  splendid  songs  by  heart 
Which  stir  the  blood  or  move  the  soul  to  tears, 
Of  death  or  honour  or  of  love's  sweet  smart, 

The  runes  and  legends  of  a  thousand  years  ; 
And  some  of  them  go  plaintively  and  slow, 

And  some  are  jolly  like  the  earth  in  May — 
But  this  is  really  the  best  song  I  know  : 
/-  tiddly-  iddly-  i-  ti-  iddly-  ay . 

I  sang  it  in  a  house-boat  on  the  Dart 

To  several  members  of  the  House  of  Peers. 
The  Editor  of  the  Exchange  and  Mart 

(A  man  of  taste)  stood  up  and  led  the  cheers. 
I  carolled  it  at  Christmas  in  the  snow, 

I  hummed  it  on  my  summer  holiday — 
Doh-ray-me-fah-sol-la-fah-me-ray-doh — 

I-tiddly-iddly-i-ti-iddly-ay . 
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Ballade  of  the  Best  Song  in  the  "World 

It  made  a  gathering  of  Fabians  start 

And  put  their  fingers  in  their  outraged  ears. 
They  did  not  understand  my  subtle  art, 

But  though  they  only  gave  me  scoffs  and  jeers, 
I  sang  my  ditty  high,  I  sang  it  low, 

I  sang  it  every  known  (and  unknown)  way — 
Crescendo,  forte,  pianissimo — 

I-tiddly-iddly-i-ti-iddly-ay. 

UEnvoi. 
Prince,  if  by  some  amazing  fluke  you  go 

To  heaven,  you'll  hear  the  shawms  and  citherns 
play. 
And  all  the  trumpets  of  the  angels  blow 
I -tiddly-  iddly-  i-  ti-iddly-  ay . 
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Tail^piccc 

A   BOY  goes  by  the  window  while  I  write, 
-*-  ^  Whistling — the  little  demon  ! — in  delight. 
I  shake  my  fist  and  scowl  at  him,  and  curse 
Over  the  carcase  of  my  murdered  verse. 
And  yet — which  is  it  that  the  world  most  needs, 
His  happy  laughter  or  my  threadbare  screeds  ? 
There  is  more  poetry  in  being  young 
Than  in  the  finest  song  that  Shakespeare  sung — 
And  if  that's  true  of  godlike  Shakespeare — well, 
Whistle  the  Marseillaise,  and  ring  the  bell, 
And  chase  the  cat,  and  lose  your  tennis-ball. 
And  tear  your  trousers  on  the  garden  wall. 
Scalp  a  Red  Indian,  sail  the  Spanish  seas — 
Do  any  mortal  thing  you  damn  well  please. 
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LAUGHS      AND 
WHIFTS   OF   SONG 

(Published  in  1 9 1 5  at  i  /-  net.     A  few  copies 
of  the  Br  St  edition  are  now  available  at  5/-  net!) 

From  Mr.  G.  K.  CHESTERTON'S  Introduction 

The  whole  of  Mr.  Maynard's  inspiration  is  part 
of  what  is  the  main  business  of  our  time  :  the 
resurrection  of  the  Middle  Ages.  The  modern 
movement  with  its  Guild  Socialism  and  its  military 
reaction  against  the  fatalism  of  the  Barbarian,  is 
as  certainly  drawing  its  life  from  the  lost  centuries 
of  Catholic  Europe,  as  the  movement  more  com- 
monly called  the  Renaissance  drew  its  life  from 
the  lost  languages  and  sculptures  of  antiquity. 
And,  by  a  quaint  inconsistency,  Hellenists  and 
Neo-Pagans  of  the  school  of  Mr.  Lowes  Dickinson 
will  call  us  antiquated  for  gathering  the  flowers 
which  still  grow  on  the  graves  of  our  mediaeval 
ancestors,  while  they  themselves  will  industriously 
search  for  the  scattered  ashes  from  the  more 
distant  pyres  of  the  Pagans. 


Times. — Some  really  fine  poems  .  .  .  the  impression  ol 
something  new  and  beautiful  having  been  created — real  emotion 
heightened  and  glorified  by  words.  "Sunset  on  the  Desert" 
is  a  sonnet  in  the  grand  style ;  one  feels  that  (unlike  so  many 
sonnets)  this  was  the  only  way  in  which  the  vision  could  be 
uttered.  Something,  too,  is  here  of  the  mystical  glimpse  of  the 
divine  in  nature  which  can  only  fitly  be  expressed  in  verse. 

Bookman. — He  has,  indeed,  very  real  gifts  of  his  own — gifts 
of  genuine  mysticism,  of  imagination  and  humour,  and  some- 
times (best  of  all)  of  clear  and  dignified  austerity. 

Athenmum, — Verses  full  of  colour  and  imagery. 
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